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Returning' from Europe, exPARTYHARMONY Secretary Whitpey re-echoed the
. M n general Democratic expression

when he said, "Restoration of

VICTORY.
'

the Democracy to power depends
upon the party itself. If harmonycomes it will win. I should say that the tenlencyof Democratic thought is toward a restora-

ion of harmony. To that extent the condition of

he party as a political organization is improved."
It is perhaps merely the reiteration of -a platiideto say that only by thd restoration of harmony

an Democratic victory be assured. Every election
nee and including the Presidential election of 1896
as so thoroughly demonstrated this fact that it

ay be regarded as axiomatic.
<But what is of importance now is that Demo'aticharmony has been shown to be not only
eded but practicable. New York has blazed the

vy, and it needs only that the pemocracy of the
tion should note how great and how far reaching
-> the rewards of the prudent course of New York
mocratic leaders to assure them that a like course

other States w#ll lead to like results.
This is not the time nor the place to set forth
tailed plans for averting future schisms in the

>mocraey, or to suggest salves for healing wounds
dy opened. It is enough to point out that if

e ruling spirit of party leaders be one of intolerice,opportunities enough for dissension and party
-> will be found, while if the -controlling desire

secure harmony, without sacrifice of principle,
way will be discovered to attain it.

Is not the second the wiser course?

It is a fortunate thing that the

THE MEMORIAL memorial fund for Henry George
jp. has been taken out of the hands

of an obscure newspaper which

HENRY GEORGE. was exploiting it for advertising
purposes and put in charge of a

committee of eminent gentlemen headed by Mayor
Strong.

Henry George, who might have been rich, died
x>r. His writings exceeded in the extent of their
lie those of almost any serious author during the
ime in which he lived. They were translated into
early every known language, printed- in almost
very conceivable form. But he cared nothing for
le profit to be reaped from this widespread popuirity.His one end was the dissemination of his
xttrines, and he freely gave of his revenues and
f his copyrights to attain that purpose. His pernissionthat "Free Trade and Protection" should

be printed in the Congressional Record, for free disribution,just when political conditions made a

at sale for it certain, is only a single incident
Is lifelong custom of sacrificing profit to the

died poor; died, too, in the harness fighting
he believed to be right. The memory of

deserves substantial honor by his felnd,as the address issued by the comv®-tleciaPss:
It scetns to us Hint no memorial to Henry George

itfid be at once more grateful to him and more satis-

ctory 10 in1 iceimgs ui nil rii;ut.-uiiiiutru mt*ii nau

otald be a provision nindc. by public subscription to put
is widow in such a position of comfort as she would
idoubtedly have enjoyed had her husband devoted his
enius and his wonderful skill and power as a writer to

he benefit of his own family instead of to the benefit of
oimanity at large. '

The committee is one in which every confidence
lay be reposed. Its secretary and treasurer, to
horn contributions may be sent, is Mr. George
iter Peabody, No. 27 Pine street, New York.

All-conquering golf pursues its

tiic LATEST triumphant way into the season

'/IPTADV °*- horse shows and of football,
VlulUnl an(j jntQ the deepest sanctuaries
FOR GOLF. of the church. He who plays

golf once falls an instant victim
its charms. He who opposep it is sacrificed to

te rage of its votaries,
In Greenwich, Conn., a clergyman, scandalized

by the weekly procession or bunaay goll players,
.heir caddies, their lunch bearers and their atendantenthusiasts, strove to have Sunday golf

" ohibited by law. Moreover, he preached against
he genf. > sport, and even attacked the dispensahinof the proper, necessary and traditional drams

Sfcotch whiskey at the clubhouse to heighten the
.ultation of the victor and to rouse the drooping
iritg of the vanquished.
M. "v, then, the sequel. The unregenerate golfers
ught the righteous man in the Legislature and
id the words "recreation**-and "golf" stricken from
i Sabbatarian bill. That was to be expected, for
gislatures after all are largely made up of sons

Belial. | But more. They attacked the champion
piety in his own church and had him stricken
m its rulpit. Greenwich is to know him no

ore. Golf triumphs, and with its players, caddies,
Icturesque slang and hot Scotches will know no

mday rest.
The martyr, it appears, is to go to New Britain,
here he will preside over a congregation "in symithywith his crusade." It is only common hqman

to hope that no insidious enemy of the church
II lay out a golf course there.

Now we have no less a personTHEage than the Marquis of SalisMCiniIMP bury to give us lessons in city
a government. He says that the

MARQUIS. British metropolis is too big to
f|HSP^ govern itself, and promises to
te it in hand as soon as Parliament meets. The
f is too unwieldy to manage itself.
Do you want to be governed like New York,"
exclaims, and proceeds to say that New York
s enlarged "to mend admitted defects in the
micipality," and that it has "lamentably failed
ause it could not obtain the assistance and corationof the only class of men by whom municiinstitutionscan be thoroughly and satisfactorily
erned."
This has the true British bumDtiousnes« nf hinn-

*-ing. The falseness of its statements is all-pering.The city was not extended to mend defects,
to bring the people and interests of a single
munity under one government. The undertaking
not failed "lamentably" or otherwise, but has
Konn / k 11 f rvn v*ro-*r nn/voooa

JL/WV VU HIV VV tvj IU OUWCOO,

he only "class" by which our municipal inter«nhe nrot>«rlv rovemed srtt the neoDle of the-- .. a

city, and they have just taken them in charge and
need no help from the British aristocracy. The
Prime Minister has enough on his hands if he simply
attends to the somewhat "unwieldy"' empire under
his guidance, and leaves the people of New York
to take care of themselves.

Lord Salisbury is apt to get erroneous notions
into his head about the incapacity of Americans to
take care of their own business. Some of these
were exploded by President Cleveland's Venezuela
message and subsequently dissipated, and the people
of New York will teach him something about governinga great, city if he will be patient.

Whatever the court's decision

PROTECT in the matter of the trolley manjyr-trap on the Bridge may be, the
result ought to be the same. Now

BRIDGE. that the case has become fully
understood, the companies themselvesshould take the lead in guarding the public

safety. It is not as if the»trolley people were proposingto extend to the Bridge a system that had

already earned a high reputation for security. The
electric cars in Brooklyn have killed about two hundredpeople, and the slaughter still continues. In
such circumstances the corporations cannot plead a

presumption of inoffensiveness. It is their duty to
take such steps as will give the public an absolute
assurance that the Brooklyn massacres are not to
be repeated at the New York end of the Bridge.

This duty is especially pressing in view of the
fact that the companies have received practically a

free gift of the revenues of the Bridge, which is
equivalent to the sacrifice by the people of New
York and Brooklyn of over $17,000,000. That seems

to call for some little consideration in return. At
anyvrate, the Journal proposes to maintain to the
last its theory that the people have some rights that
even corporations and Bridge Trustees are bound
to respect.

It is to be hoped, in the interTHE
est of picturesqueness in local

nDDHDTIIMITV politics, that the reported intenUrrUnUNI Y tlon of Thomas B Reed to make
OF REED. his home in New York may prove

true. The local Republican party
is pining for such a leader. There never was a time
when a great political organization was in such
squalid straits for brains and character. Before
the late election Boss Piatt.little "Me Too" Piatt,
at whom everybody laughed in Conkling's days.
loomed above the dead level of local Republican
mediocrity like a pyramid above the sands of Egypt.
Now Piatt has fallen, and who Is left? Quigg?
Gibbs? Gruber?.

It is said that nature abhors a vacuum. There
is a vacuum in the New York Republican leadershipnow, and if Reed wants to fill it he will be
welcomed with universal acclamations. The. late
Mr. Cleveland considered the Speaker the brainiest
man in the national Republican party, and many
who nev<& agreed with the Princeton recluse in
anything else agreed with him in this. Democrats
will be as glad as Republicans to secure such an

addition to the attractions of the metropolis.

Constantine Sfeiger, alias Fritz

SURE AND Meyer, while trying to rob a

DDHMDT TUIQ church 6n the night of October
rnUIVlr I Irilo 26 kme(j Policeman Smith and

TIME. was promptly arrested. On the
16th of ^November he was convictedof murder in the first degree, the jury being

out only long enough' to go through the form of
agreeing upon a verdict.

Thisis a case of Dromot iustice. and the con-

victed man makes no effort to stay Its hand, but
admits the murder of Stelz, the Brooklyn bellringer,
and other heinous crimes besides that for which
he is to be sentenced to death. The penalty cannot
be increased, but Steiger is such a stolid brute as

to excite no sympathy.
Fortunately here is one case in which there is

no delay or uncertainty, no maudlin sentiment,
nothing to attract the depraved or fascinate the
morbid. A common, vulgar criminal is dealt with
in an expeditious and business-like way. The exampleis a wholesome one in criminal trials.

i Minnie Maddern Fiske, once a

THE popular soubrette, of late much
TiiriTninn esteemed by the critics on acTHFAR A

count or her stage realization of
TRUST. the character of "Tess of the

D'Urbervilles," has publicly proclaimedagainst the theatrical syndicate. The headquartersof the syndicate are in this city, but Mrs.
Fiske issued her proclamation in Boston.which is
not illogical on her part, considering that her oppositionto the organization is on artistic grounds and
that Boston is not yet wholly within the toils of the
monster. She boldly declares the syndicate a trust,
whose promoters "do not hesitate to assert their
contempt for art." Having enumerated the chief
objects of the syndicate, with which the public
should be pretty familiar by this time, Mrs. Fiske
says:

Tlie only avenue by which the middlemen's profits can

be paid by the attraction lies in the reduction of salaries,
and it is here that the actors will be affected by the operationsof the trust. And not only here, but also in the
discouragement to enterprise which the trust offers. The
independent actor is no longer able to pursue his calling
save under conditions so atrociously unjust as to disgust
hiin to the extent of abandoning his profession altogether,
so far a»s this country is concerned.
An institution so firmly rooted as the theatrical

syndicate seems to be probably will not suffer materiallyfrom- the effeots of one actress's verbal onslaught.But there is one danger suggested in Mrs.
Fiske's reference to the "independent actfor" that

may well excite the apprehensions of the syndicate's
managers.

Mrs. Fiske clearly threatens to take herself and
her art to some country where theatrical syndicates
do not exist- If the force of her example be sufficientlypowerful, the remedy for the evil is in her
own hands. She has but to be followed to a more

congenial clime by half a dozen other "independent
actors," whose names immediately suggest themselvesin this connection, when the syndicate will
succumb from lack of nourishment. The syndi-
cate's present power lies in its means for promoting
the business interests and general comfort of the
half score of leading attractions which managers of

the important theatres throughout the country are

obliged to secure. With the booking of these attractionsin its hands it is not difficult for the syndicateto practically control the selection of all
other attractions at the houses -where the importantstars ai-e placed. ,

Last Summer Mrs. Fiske endeavored, in the intei-esto£ artistic indanendeoce, to induce several fel4

IB -fe

low stars to join her in arranging- their routes inde

pender^tly of the syndicate. The syndicate man

agers were able to frustrate this design. Now i
Mrs. Fiske is about to quit the country in disgust
let her take with her Joseph Jefferson, Francis Wil
son, John Drew, Nat C. Goodwin, Lillian Russell
De Wolf Hopper and Richard Mansfield, and th<
theatrical syndicate will have met its doom. Ii
view of the evident abandonment of plans to estab
lish an opposition organization there seems to b<
no more promising scheme for the accomplishmen
of Mrs. Fiske's purpose.

'The complete success of tin

A PARTIAL 1,300 cloakmakers employed by tin

UIPTPDV rnn tlic firm of Freedman Brothers whiVlulUnY rUK lntgtruck two weeks ago against i

TAILORS. reduction in wages is a notabl
triumph lor organization.

Yet great as the victory is, considerable as is tin
number of strikers who have succeeded in their con

tentions, the problem involved is left unsolved
There are still 500 cloakmakers employed by on

house on strike, and in other branches of the tailor
ing trade there are thousands more idle. Indeed
nicie nas iiul oeen a time witnm tne last two year
when a strike.which would have been heralde*
far and wide- had it occurred on a railroad.has no
been in progress among the men and women em

ployed in the tailoring trades on the great Eas
Side.

The root of the evil will not be extirpated b;
winning strikes against certain employers. Unti
the tailors' organizations are strong enough to figh
and kill the contract system, which inevitabl;
breeds the sweat shop, their troubles will b'e per
ennial.

When a would-be leader's success depends upon 111
ability to keep open the wounds of past campaigns the 01

ganization to which he is attached has but one duty t
perform, and that is to ignore him.

If Tom Reed makes any speeches from the tail end o
bis special car the Administration will be sure to sus

pect that he has designs on a certain nomination whie
will be made in 1900.

I *

An Iowa woman has asked for 9. divorce because sh
lias married the wrong man. This is the usual plea i
the divorce court, but it seldom appears in such a cor
densed form.

Hon. Joseph Choate is now being mentioned in connei
tlon with a Cabinet herth hut thn chonrun am ihot v,

will continue to ride in the day coach of politics.
The public is not able to determine whether Murdere

Durrant's remarkable good luck is due to the skill of hi
lawyers or the laxity of the California courts.

President Barrios need have no fear on account of th
Guatemalan amazons. The price on his head is far b(
yond the bargain counter proportions.

The yellow fever teaches Southern cities some ver

practical sanitary lessons, but the trouble is that the
too soon forget the experience.
We are rapidly approaching that period in jurispri

dence when there will be a demand for some sort o
defence of the criminal lawyers.

As to the possession of a conscience, Mrs. Xack ur

doubtodly came to the conclusion that it is better late tlia
never.

EDITORIALS BY THE PEOPLE.
Illiberality Condemned,

To the Editor of the Journal:
Allow ine to congratulate you for the curt and frank answer ye

give in to-day's issue to the queries of the Columbus Dispatch therei
set forth.

It is to be deplored that such a person as the one who worde
that letter should be associated with an American newspaper. Tin
person represents the negation of American principles, and his ser
timents would lead one to suppose that he is the worthy descendar
of some Indian chief.

The citizens of Columbus have my sympathy.
Wit It your permission I would like to ask a few questions of tl

editor of the Columbus Dispatch.
Does he know that by advocating the restrictive measures I

advances he tramples upon the principles laid down by the fatliei
of this country? That such measures would he odious and incon
patible with the spirit of this republic? Does he know that thf
very immigration which he would restrict has been instrumental t
a large degree in making this country the great nation it is? 1
the scribe of the Columbus Dispatch acquainted with the progre:
that the United States has made since it became an independei
nation ? « And if he is, does he attribute that progress to the effort
of his paper, or the immigrants from all parts of the Old VVorl
who have set foot here, and have helped with their manual latx
and their, brains to make this country the richest and most ente
prising? Is he ignorant of the fact that there are thousands i

square miles of uncultivated lands in the United States?
And to think that the paper whose editor is willing to make (

it the mouthpiece of execrable doctrines is published in the cit
named after the great discoverer! JOHN M. BIONDI.

New York, Nov. 15.

Rare Juvenile Discernment.
!fo the Editor of the Journal:

When the Alaska expedition sailed a few days ago on the X
gus, of which Captain McLure is master, his daughter and litt
granddaughter went on board the little schooner to bid him farewel

The little girl is warmly attached to her grandfather, and wj

well-nigh inconsolable at his departure.
Upon her return home little Josie was crying bitterly. When h<

mother tried to comfort her. she sobbingly said: "Mamma, I woul
give the World if my grandpa hadn't gone." A second later, sti
sobbing, she added, "but I wouldn't give the Journal."

New Haven, Conn. HYACINTHE.

Christmas In All ReHjslonsi.
To the Editor of the Journal:

An editorial in to-day's Journal calls attention to the fact thi
a clergyman wants us to stop teaching the myth of Santa Clans t
the children and confine ourselves to teaching matters of religion pe
taining to the day.

If we are asked to refrain from teaching children myths abot
Christmas, why not teach.them that it was celebrated in olden da:
as the birthday of the pagan gods?

Bacchus of Egypt. Bacchus of Greece, Adonis of Greece, Krisl
na of India, Chang-ti of China, Chris of Chaldea, Mitlira of Persii
Sakia of India, Joa-Paul of Britain, were all said to be born o

December 25, most of them hundreds of years before the beginnin
of the Christian era.

In the Aryan sun worship, the sun was considered the Creato
Savior and Destroyer of life: the Brahmn, Vishnu and Sivi
When the sun went toward the south' it withdrew its heat, an

death and desolation followed in its wake. It was the destroyer <

life. When it reached its utmost southern point it remained sti
. i.1 -J-,,! or,U 11,o mnrniiw nf <!, nt

rose a little higher than it had been the preceding mornings an

was hailed as a savior. As it travelled bach toward the north, lii
came back to the earth, the flowers blossomed, the grass grew an

all was life; it thus became the Creator of life. Why not tell tl
children the plain, unvarnished truth, tiiat Christmas is older tha
Christianity, older than any religion now in rogue. Every perso
who has taken the trouble to make an investigation of the matt<
knows this to be true. W. H. BACH.

Lily Dale, N. V.. Nov. 15.

A Startling Advance.
nnllHciauc iuqt- claim n« the- menriimr of tb

election in Xew York, the Journal of that city says ai
will agree that municipal ownership of municipal l'ran
chises was approved by the voters. ''Setting nations
issues aside," it says, "the local issue of the right of tli

people to share in the wealth which they create was ai
proved by an overwhelming vote. Dollar gas, publi
ownership of street railways, public regulation of ai
natural monopolies found its approval at the polls." Thl
is a startling advance for the trust-ridden, stdck garr
bling, money loving and Mammon worshipping people o

the great city..Little Rock (Ark.) Gazette.

Don't Overlook; Xew York.
Xe\v York has ever been a Democratic stronghold, an

without the vote of Xew York the party has never galne
a national victory. Xew York cannot be safely iguore
by the Democracy..Xashvllle American.

: "Adonis" Dixey
as a Magician:

(i A DONIS" Dixey liasburst'upon pur

f\ bewildered vision us a ntagiciau.
* He is now at the Garden Theatre,

1 indulging in necromantic pastimes of.p.'re-sumably easy acquisition. Next season: I
5 have not the least doubt but j that we

(. shall bo asked to view him as a human pincushion.or a magnetic wonder, or a gen:Ionianaddicted to swallowing glass ai.d
living.

e The marvellous versatility.of actors and

e actresses puts me on very bad terms with
myself. The ladles and gentlemen of the

3 stage certainly have the best of it in this
1 life. They can do anything, and' they do
e it. There is never any question about it.
A few years ago Dixey was a burlesqueif
with flexible limbs. Now he drops, simply
and as a matter of course, into necromancy
something which we like to believe, for

'. illusion's sake, is something diametrically
e opposed to burlesque.

This dazzling, white-lighted versatility is
peculiar to the theatrical profession. You
feel quite unsafe as you think of it. Your

s own ground may be cut from under your
3 feet by these chameleon-like people. Eunuied
j. leading ladies who study long and exhaustiveroles think nothing of turning out

an Addisonian, elegantly worded article 011
t any subject that you can name. It comes

so easily to them! Why, quite recently a
- star actress, engaged in a "stupendous
j production," dashed off a novelette without

the least apparent effort! Wonderful, but
t dangerous folks!
y Imagine a plumber, tired of the pluinb
_ pastime, taking to law and drawing clients

as easily as a fly-paper draws flies. Think
of your tailor taking a notion into his
sartorial head to become a landscape painterat a moment's notice, and turning out
landscapes as easily as he evolved trousers

0 or waistcoats. Suppose that I should be
impressed with the idea that I could play
"Hamlet," and asked for a theatre, on

sharing terms, in which to paralyze the
public. Doesn't it strike you as a trifle

h exaggerated?
What is sauce for the goose is sauce for

the gander. I peg away for years trying
e to acquire the never facile task of clothing
a my thoughts in decent English,' and lo!
1- Tottie Coughdrop suddenly stops singing

"Me Mother's Empty Flask" and appears
at the end of a long article written just
as well as I could write it, after years of

e practice. Do you think' it's comforting?
I'm afraid of these actors and actresses. I
tremble for my bread and jam.

,r Mr. Dlxey, after a long siege of burlesque,
s comic opera, legitimate farce and vaudeville,has decided that sleight of hand is

quite as easy as sleight of foot. He knocks
e down your illusions as jocundly as though
>. they all stood up 011 end in a bowling alley.

Now. I like to hear pretty little ghost
stories about my magicians. "The mania

y for magic manifested itself when he was

y two years old, when he drew a gold ring
from his nursing bottle," or "while still
six months old he was seen to cast longing

1- eyes at a curried rabbit.the first inkling
f that we had of his penchant for extracting

those little animals from gentlemen's hats."
I like to hear that sort of thing. It builds

1- up a sort of beliuj; in the inherency of the
u necromantic habit. We can't get along

"UllUUl I11US1UUS. XI » 1XO IKM.- 11,1 mg LU

do it.
The most vigorous "press agent" can say

nothing about any early mania for magic
011 the part of Dixey. If he'had owned'a
.vestige of it he would'long ago have capturedsomebody's voice to wear himself. Xo,

u Dixey takes to magic because lie knows
11 that actors have such a sumptuous license

in all commhnities that no questions will

|t be asked. It la my fervent belief that if
"Adonis" succeeds Miss Clara Morris, Miss

it Kate Claxton and others will all dabble in
necromancy. It will be the recognized
suite of vaudeville. f

ie I should have enjoyed liis appearance at
the Garden much better if it had been

ie carefully given nut that he lived in seclurs
j. sion and a dark cabinet for years, pracittising the uncanny Mephistophelian art.
o But such a lie would have been impossible
18 even to a "press agent," for Jtixey was In
is big type at Keith's within the ken of the
11 merest babe. Under the circumstances,
I however, I think I could have swallowed a

)r little deceit. I have come to the conclusion
r- that deceit, after all, is not as black as it
)f is painted.

On the whole, however, Mr. I)ixey as s
)£ magician is a pleasant entertainment.

Magic, like minstrelsy, has taken to kid
gloves and evening clothes, and with a

pretty theatre, a drawing room atmosphere,
a not too uncouth performer, and a tinge
of restfulncss and light-lieartedness, yot

[e are pretty sure, even as a necromancer, no!

1. to travel too> far from the mark. And, aftei
is all, Dixey was a sort of metropolitan insti

r\.(. Af tAn u n-llovn n "nplmfnoA h.

;'r the river's brihi, ii simple primrose is to

jj him" (and all that sort of thing), Adonis
may find legions of new admirers who
would just as soon believe that a magician
is made to order, not born.
Of course, Dixey Is grateful to the earlier

it Incidents of his career. He introduces a

0 few of them at the Garden, as a sort ol
r- reminder that they have made everything

possible.even magic. I am very fond ol
lt; gratitude. It is a goodly quality, and

Mr. Dlxey is deepjy indebted to his past.
When Irving takes to magic.as in the new

i, order of things he is bound to do.I sinncerely trust that lie will give us a dqsh ot

« two from "The Bells," "The Lyons Mail"
and "The Merchant of Venice." Mr. MansT'field must also treasyue up the lesson, and
when he decides to dally with the silk

jf hats and watches of unsuspecting gudii-ences, I hope that he will not forget that
comprehensive repertoire of his. And 1

t'1 don't believe that he ever will forget it.
Sometimes (in moments of aberratfon onlyj

ie I am inclined to wish that he would,
n As I watched the programme at the Gar
n den last night 1 marvelled at the ease of it
Ir all. I grew Exasperated. The audience,

which was a large one, seemed to like it all.
Dlxey was monarch of all he surveyed.
cards, eggs, lemons, rabbits, handkerchiefs,
pistols, and the usual paraphernalia of the

e conjuring business. Save for a card or two
'1 that went wrong, and a little uncertainly
i- in the telegraphic movements of a property
L1 skull, Dlxey seemed to be more certain ol
e himself than he used to be in his comic
( opera, farce and vaudeville days.

A.-./I th» -imorh anlivmH wlfVi 1,o
0 introduced the good old furry trick, called
" on the programme "The Miracles of Chunsder Hula," as "My latest Invention in
1 magic!" He was perfectly serious, absoflutely anxious that the audience" should

take him In dead earnest. "My latest inventionin magic!" Verily, the versatility
of actors needs some more golden tribute

(1 than that which I am able to give it in
these columns.
Dixey is still a pleasant and affable per^son, in spite of the various and kalediosco£icpursuits he has goue through before

landing ,
111 the necromantic net. He put \ f

himself ,oh good terms with his audience. j\
not, with the graceful insouciance of the
late Professor Herrmann.but with a certaindogged resolution to amuse that told.
There were five parts to his entertainment,
and he was in each part. To the average gg
actor, to. the average vaudeviller, this is a

great inducement. The stage all to one's
self! None to combat but supers' '(
As T Said before, actors and actresses s'e

have the best of it here below. We poor ant

toilers limp .along the one selected groove.
AVe are not versatile. as!

ALAN HALE.

Side Lights oil 'i
the Horse Show.

THERE are throe gentlemen in regular doi

attendance at the Horse Show who S'c
will surely cause me grevious dlscomfortunless they revise their wardrobes and sts

come nearer to the prevalent style than Pol
they have done so far.
These are Commodore Gerry, Wintie l'n

Rutherford and William B. D. Stokes.
The Commodore has discarded his fur cap oui

for a. lint that might have been in the is
mode forty years ago. but has certainly wi

not approximated it since. St;
If that's your best hat, Sir. Gerry, wont fr<

you please go back to the dear old famil- er

lar fur cap? of
Wintie Rutherford's offence is a V-shaped ab

full dress waistcoat that looks as much out otl

of date as a last year's bird nest. Wintie he
should get something in thd U shape at off
once. Gc

> etnl-oc ia tru
u.v grit*t mice agmuBi ..

that he has had the audacity to wear a ]

pot hat with evening dress. he
A Bowery boy would know better than lat

that. co

If we are to go to the Horse Show at all, '

let's go in correct harness. th<
As Pierre Lorillard walked into Madison he

Square Garden yesterday afternoon it inj
seemed like a touch of the old times when pi]
"Peter the Great," as we called him po
through deference, ruled clubdom with im- to
nerial sway. Hi
The years have treated Mr. Lorillard br

kindly in spite of the fact that he walks es

with a limp and that his mustache is now fig
almost white. But ho preserves much of ah

his old-time vigorous appearance, and tlie tr<

greeting thnt he gave the many friends an

that crowded about him was warm and
hearty. m;
"Bah Jovci" said an addle-pated dude I

that never knew the wisdom of silence, nil
"but old Peter is a rare one. If I can only po
live half, his years and have half his fun ea

I'll count myself deucedly lucky." on

Whether. "Old Peter" overheard him or

'pot I can't say, but just then Mr. Lorillard e0

.moved away arm in arm with his son-in- j
law, T.. Suffern Tailor, and the talkativa so
slim fell a-gawking at a gown near the f0
promenade rail.

That Philadelphia crowd surely does know o"
horse, and the way that the Wideuer familyis sweeping blue ribbons is likely to dis- j
turb the equanimity of our pride-swelled
Now Yorkers.
"Joe" drove his chestnut to victory over

"Fatty" Bates's Coxoy Monday, and TuesdayGeorge E. WIdener, Jr., who is a

wee bit of a chappie, not more than eight
or ten vears old, handled the reins over

*

Ye
his own entry in the pony class, and got V(.

first prize.
The ne\t thing we know Peter Widener

himself will be trying to tool a four-in-hand w
over5, the tan-babk.

r
I wonder if the dear chappies have not *

taken to banting. Many of them certainly P1

look as though they had. There is Creigh- 81

ton Webb, for instance, whose face is as

6allow as a lemon pie. Holbrook Curtis,
too, looks thin and drawn, and has aged a

full ten years since I last saw him, and at
that time he was far past his first youth. M(

There were others, also, and I would j°
really like to know what it is they do, so ai

that I may avoid it. I am not especially
enamoured of the over-plumpness of Fatty ')(

Bates nor do I lavish admiration on the
sudden hips of Wormser.which are very *n

fashionable just now, I believe.but really ^

I'd rather be one or both of these kindly
gentlemen than to have so bilious and m

meagre a cast.
l«Co tr> unuiotliiiier that is not too fat

nor ret too lean. Hain Gary, always ele» ^'!

grant, wore a waistcoat that set me to la

thinking of a speckle-breasted lark that It 1

seemed as though he must surely burst into u'

song.
l And Pfizer.old fizz! It would have done 111

your heart good to have seen Pfizer in his

checks. They were the biggest in the Gariden, and quite discounted those worn by
Freddie Gebhard the preceding day.

I do hope that my dear friends, the ^
i chappies, won't get up a check competl- ^
: tion this week. Berry Wall ventured to ^
appear in a horse-blanket waistcoat yester-day, and there were- other evidences of a

tendency that may have, serious results if

it is allywed to go unchecked.

Next to Johnnie Piecrust Shults'a dark
driving coat, with pockets all over it, the
most talked about happening of the day a

was the reappearance of Mr. Frederic },,
Hiodate Thompson, fresh from the antiq- ()j
ulties of Egypt and the favor of the Sul- (j
tan of Turkey. Mr: Thompson, who is a p
Knight or something of that sort in Tur- 0)

.U t +i,.
key, was reinnrimujj uuUCi u,v a,

circumstances.
Another Incident that had sensational 8

features was the appearance of Mr.
Charles Westchester Bates, cousin of Mr.
Charles Fatissimus Bate«, In a frock coat
and top hat instead of the bob coat and

pot hat that he usually affects. He looked ,j(
almost as elegant as Gray Griswold, which
is probably the highest praise that I can

bestow upon Mr. Westchester Bates. t]
Most conspicuous of the others were

Julian Potter, alone, as usual; Natty Key- v.

nal. with his younger brother, Eugene;
Gordon Paddock, revelling in his muscular
development; Henry T. Sloane, with Mrs. w

Sloane; Louis Haight, in check riding H
breeches; Harry Page, fresh from Meadow t,
Brook; Albert O. Bostwick, with his hand- w

some widowed sister, Mrs. Morrell; Wintie ^

Rutherfurd, a symphony in gray; George
L. Myers, full of polo talk, if not wisdom; 0l
Walter Watrous, as immaculate as though
he had never worn a sweater at a pigeon p
shooting; Xormie Whitehouse, in a mar- g]
vellous ringed waistcoat, and puhhing his
way through the crowd as though he w
thought he was on 'Change; William GoadbyLoew, with his fiancee, Miss Baker;
Count Vinci, George Work, Gilbert Coddington,J. Harry Alexandre, and twoscore
or more in front of the box occupied by
Mrs. Reginald Henshaw Ward, who is just
home from abroad and who wore the most
wonderful yellow gown I've ever seen.

The whole push was there afternoon or

evening, and all in all it was very cheery
and jolly and quite worth while.

CHOLLY KNICKERBOCKER.
A Point Settled.

Aicmson ijrlODP. J
If a Mary writes her name Mae or Marie, that

settles It; she can't cook.

\r. Barncicle on
Civil Service.

WHEltE is us old veterans at, anyhow?"mused William Barnacle,
in bitter accents. "Sink me, If

an bring no bearings whichever way I
Ws my hand. Dad Wing the pov,.1- offices
i Pension Bureau! They alnt no good."
Are. you a veteran yourself?" the lubber
ced, for 'want of a better lead.
'Am I," snorted the mariner, proudly,
o be sure; anl I knows the ropes, too.
in r you never see me with my liat and
tton on?"
'he lubber was compelled to confess
it he had never witnessed this spectacle.
'Sometimes I marches and sometimes I
n't," continued Bill, warming with the
iries of a long departed war. "But, blow
;, if I stand by no country that don't
tnd by me. Do you know what the
licy of this here Government is?"
'In what direction? We have several
es of policy.
'Nit," the mariner burst out, contemptusiy."There's only one policy, and that
to back her main topsails with a beam
nd. From a distance this here Ship of
ite, they calls it, seems to be sailing
?e with everything set, when she's prophoveto, instead. But that's their way
doing business. With her main yards

nx-«. urn- oei 01 sans puns against tli®
ier, anil the Ship of State don't make no

adway. I tries to get a billet in the post
ice, anil learns a thing or two about
tvernment, and likewise civil service,

3ere Mr. Barnacle rubbed his old bald
ad in a bewildered sort of way, as if the
:ely acquired knowledge had driven lilni
tnpletely off his course.
'I had heard that veterans wot defended
e Government was took care of for these
re services," Bill went on, in a despair;tone of voice, "but that was only a

pe dream. I wake up when I hits the
st office. Being a veteran, I'm supposed
blow my bugle all the time, but I don't,
iwsuinever, I'll say that when the war
oke out I chucks overboard the bright.tprospects a boy ever had, and went to
ht for the Government. I got shot, and
so stabbed, and left the service when the
tuble ended, with an honorable discharge
d scars to keep forever.
'iFor more than thirty years I paddles
r own canoe, and never howls once. Then
gets to thinking perhaps Bill Barnacle
iglit rate a tidy berth under cover in the
st office. I sees sassy young fellers in
ps and buttons scratching their backs
posts in the corridors and bossing the
eepers and swabbers. Brooms and swabs
mes natural to my hand, and at a pinch
might sign as second mate in an elevator,
I braces up and tackles the postmaster

r a job.
" 'Bill,' he says, inspecting me doubtful,
hy does the wind blow horizontal instead
perpendicular?'
" 'Wotever is this you're giving me, sir?'
inquires.
" 'Civil service,' replies the postmaster.
" 'Has that to do with sweeping cigaotbutts out of this here post office?' I
anted to know.
" 'It do,' said the postmaster, 'but seeing
m're an old man, Bill, and likewise a

derail, I'll give you an easv one. 'Spose
>U draw a straight line from Walla Walla,
ash., to Tampa Bay, Floridy, wot States
id rivers does this said line cross, and
hy?'
"This knocked me on my beam ends, and
tells the postmaster I ain't no college
ofessor. Sweeping Is more In my line,
id likewise cleaning winders. All at once
; says, 'Bill, how old are you?'
" 'Fifty-five on my next birthday.'
" 'That settles it,' he said. 'You are too
red, anyhow. The Government says that
i man over fifty years of age shall get a

b In any department. Besides, you eau't
lswer no questions. Good day. sir.' "

"Then what did you do?" asked the lub*r.
"Wot was there for me to do, I'de like
know?" Bill dismally replied. "Here was

10 Government I bled to support placing a

me limit on my usefulness and kicking
e out. I was a bunged up and battered
ilk.a human ruin.according to the laws
my country, and ought to earn a day's

ly with an eight-ounce broom. This same
w would make me out a bunco steerer if
took a job with a private concern, so I
a and asks for a pension."
"Did you get it?" The lubber was deeply
iterested.
"Get nothing. The Commissioner writes
mt my application is O. K., but my medi11examiner he says I'm too blasted
ealthy for a pension. Blow me, if this
n't a case of main topsails aback I don't
now nothing. One law says I'm a feeble
ivalid wot ousrht. to be in rnv crave: an-

:her says I'm too sound for pension money,
> where in thunder is us old veterans at? »

hat's wot I wantfc to know!" >

CHARLES DRYDEN.

HEARTY EATER.

A certain stout lady resolved to consult
physician about her corpulence. She had
id no previous experience with "banting"
"

any sort. The doctor drew up a careful
ietary for her. She must eat. try toast,
lain boiled beef, and a few other things
C the same lean sort and in a month return
:id report the result to the doctor.
At the end of the time the lady came,
nd was so stout she could hardly get
irough the door. The doctor was aghast.
"Did you eat what I told you?" he asked.
"Religiously," she answered.
His brow wrinkled in perplexity. Sitdpulyho had a flash of inspiration.
"Did you eat anything else?" he asked.
"Why, I ate my ordinary meals!" said
le lady..Pearson's Weekly.

mERE WERE THE OTHER TWO?

The wife of the late Professor Agassis
as one morning putting on her boots. A
ttle scream attracted the professor's atmtion.Not having risen, he leaned fornrdanxiously on his elbow, and inquired
hat was the matter.
"Why, a little snake has just crawled out
f my boot!" cried she.
"Only one. my dear?" interrogated the
rofessor, calmly lying down again. "There
tould have been three."
He hail put them there to Keep them
arm..Pearson's Weekly.

WEATHEE,

.Fair,warmer;

westerly winda.


